


UEIBIcJ dJZlEIcIRI2IEIBI3J'a • cif- ' 


The QomicaU Hifiory of 

Pa/. I pray you tarry, paufc a day or two 
Before you hazard : for in choofing wrong 
I loofe your company, therefore forbeare a while. 
There’s fomething tcls me (but it is not loue) 

1 would not lofe you, and you know yoHr felfe. 
Hate counfcls not in fuch a quality. 

But leaftyou fhould not vnderftand me w r ell. 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue, but thought, 

I would detaine you heerc fome monoth or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to choofe right, but I am then forfworne. 

So will I ncuer be, fo may you miffe me. 

But if you do, you’l make me wifh a finne. 

That I had bene forfworne. Beflirew your eyes. 
They haue ore lookt me, and diuided me, 
Onehalfe of me is yours,the other halfe yours. 
Mine owne I would fay; but ifminc then yours. 
And fo all yours, O thefe naughty times 
Puts barres betweene the owners and their rights# 
And fo though yours, not yours (proue itfo) 

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I (peake too long, but tis topeize the time. 

To eck it, and to draw out in length. 

To (lay you from eleflion. 

Bajf. Let me choofe. 

For as I am,I liue vpon the racke. 

Por. Vpon the racke Bajfanio, then confefle 
What treafon there is mingled with your loue. 

BAj I f. None but that vgly treafon ofmiftruft. 
Which makes me fearc th'inioying of my loue. 
There may as well be amity and life 
Tweene fnow and fire, as treafon and my loue. 

Por , I but I feare you fpeake vpon the racke. 
Where men enforced do fpeake any thing. 

2?4/.Promife me life,and ilc confefTe the truth, 
v Por. Well then.confefle and liue. 



the -tSV / er chant of Venice . 

Bajf.Conkftc and loue, 

Had bene the very fum of my confelfion.* 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfweres for dcliuerance : 

But let me to my fortune and the Caskets. 

Portia.hwzy then, I am loekt in one of them. 

If you do loue me, you will finde me out. 

Nerriffa and the tell, Band all aloofe. 

Let mufickc found while he doth make his choife. 
Then if he lofe.he makes a Swan-like end, 

Fading inmuficke. That the comparifon 

May (land more proper,my eye (hall be the ftreame 

And watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is mufickc then ? Then muficke is 
Eucn as the flouri(h,when true fubie<51s bow 
To anew crownd Monarch : Such it is. 

As are thofe dulcet founds in breake of day. 

That creepe into the dreaming Bridegroomes eare^, 
Andfummonhim tomarriagc.Now he goes 
With no lefle prefence, but with much more loue 
Then young Alcides, when he did redeeme 
The virgin tribute,payd by howling Troy t 
To the fea-monfter : I (land for facrifice, 

The reft aloofe are the T>ar daman wiues, 

With bleared vifages come foorth to view 
The iffiie of th’expioit : Goe Hercules t 
Liue thou, I liue with much more difmay 
To view the fight,then thou that stak'd the fray. 
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